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death, she recollects him! I was muttering this to
myself; the sound reached her ear; drawing at once
her veil from her face, she looked at me. The moment
her looks met mine, I nearly fainted, and my heart
throbbed with difficulty; I supported myself by a
strong effort, and taking courage, I asked her, " tell
me true, who art you, and what sad occurrence is this
I see; if you will explain it, then it will give ease to
my heart/' On hearing these words, though she had
scarce strength to speak, yet she slowly uttered, " I
thank you! how can I speak ? my condition, owing
to my wounds, is what you see; I am your guest for
a few moments only; when my spirit shall depart,
then, for God's sake, act like a man, and bury unfor-
tunate me in some place, in this chest; then I shall
be freed from the tongue of the good and bad, and
you will earn for yourself a future reward/3 After
pronouncing these words, she became silent.

In the night I could apply no remedy; I brought
the chest near me, and began to count the ghafls* of
the remaining night. I determined, when the morning
came, to go into the city and do all in my power for
the cure [of this beautiful woman]. The short, re-
maining night became so heavy2 a load, that my heart

savours somewhat of the Hibernian, viz., " She still loves him who has
murdered her."

1 "The gharl is the 60th part of 24 hours, or 24 of our minutes.   It may
be observed that the ghari was a fixed quantity, not subject to variation,
oke the jpato-, which, last, in the north of India, was made to vary from
seven to nine ghanes, according to the season of the year, or as it referred
to the day or night in the same season. Since the introduction of European
watches and clocks, the term ghari is applied to the Christian hour of
sixty minutes.

2  Literally, " became such a mountain."